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A Meretricious Lady Abbess.

We do not discover from reading Mr.
Stanley J. Weyman's story of “The Abbess
of Viaye" (Longmans, Green & Co.) that
the romantic quality of that romanocer
has at all declined, We should think that
Mr. Howells, insistent realist, was still
justified in feeling profoundly sorry for
him.

We remember seeing in the town of Qued-
linburg. in the edge of the Hartz Moun-
tains, the exonerating tomb of an erratio
Abbess of much distinction, the beautiful
Aurora von Konigsmarck, who was the
mother of several of the great army of
children born to Apgustus the Strong, King
of Saxony. There is some mention of her
in Thackeray's “Four Georges,” but Vol-
taire is the historian who wrote of her
with enthusiasm. Whether it is true, as
Yoltaire relates, that she once knelt in the
road as Charles XII. of Sweden rode along
and sought in such humble attitude to
deflect that warrior from some of his strong
purposes, with the result that she was
snubbed for her pains, we do not know;
we have seen the story contradioted, and
areinclined to put faith ip the contradio-
tion; but we saw the fair Aurora’s picture
in Quedlinburg, as well as her tomb, and
we will wager that she was not snubbed
often.

It is probable that this Abbess of Vlaye,
‘n Mr. Weyman's story, had more than a
ouch of the prodigious beauty of that
other head of a convent chronicled by
Thackeray and by the great and most
complimentary French historian. If her
charme had not been extraordinary she
would hardly have been the occasion of
the culminating tragedy recorded in this
book. We may say without seeming to
boast of any unusual acuteness that we
early divined trouble on her acoount be-
tween the Duke and the Captain of Vlaye.
Dreadful trouble it was. We may afford a
brief glimpse of it. In the chapter entitled
*Fors L'Amour” we read:

*And bounding forward without warning
he dashed the screen down and aside—and
recoiled. Faoce to face with him, cowering
against the doorpost, and pale as ashes,
was the very man she had mentioned a
minute before—that very man of his whose
Lidden presence in the camp she had be-
trayed to the malcontentr. Viaye glaréd at

Lim. ‘You!' he cried. ‘You!'
“ ‘My lord" oy
* ‘And listening!”
L lBut__l
* ‘But! But die, fool!' the captain re-

torted savagely. ‘Die!' And, swift as
epeech, the degger he had stealthily drawn
gleamed above his shoulder and sank in
the poor wretch's throat.

“The man's hands groped in the air, his
eyes opened wide; but he attempted no
return stroke. Choked by the life stream
that gushed from his mouth, he sank back
inert like a bundle of clothes, while the
Abbess's low shriek of terror mingled with
his stifled ery.

“And, with a sterner sound, another sound,
for as the man collapsed, and fell in on
himeelf, a figure hitherto hidden in the
doorway sprang over his falling body, a
long blade flashed in the candle light, and
the Captain of Vlaye staggered back, one
hand pressed to his breast. He made a
futile attempt to ward with his poinard,
but it fell from his grasp. And the pitiless
steel found his heart again. Silent, grim,
with unquenchable hate in his eyes, he
reeled against the table. And then from
the table, dragging with him all—silver and
glass and fruit—in one common crash, he
volled to the floor—dying.

“Ay, in five seconds, dead! And she raw
ft with her eyes! Saw it! 1* ® * The
man who had struck the blow, and whose
eyes etill sparkled with fury, turned them
upon her. He took note of her stupor,
frowned, and with a swift, cruel glance
searched the room. The lights were in
sconces on the wallg, and | ad not suffered.
The rest was wreck—a splendid wreck,
mingled terror and luxury, with the woman's
Medusa-like face gazing on it. The Duke—
for he it wag—~-"

We stop, for we must be careful of the
extent of our revelation. The marrow of
a romance must be respected. The Abbess
of Vilaye was what we have intimated—
beautiful and not scrupulous. Tragedy
and havoc were a consequence of her.
Owing to her, as we have seen, the table
furniture fell in a noisy ruin. The costly
wine mingled with the blood of the slain
characters. The reader will be kept awake.
A glittering and vigorous story.

Fine Story of a Cockney Poet.

It may be that the reader will think in
the beginning that May Sinclair's story of
*The Divine Fire” (Henry Hoit & Co.)is
not getting on very fast. The truth is that
Horace Jewdwine, who starts the tale, is
not an encouraging person. The reader
will feel better when he has got beyond him
and beyond the club of junior journalists
in London. There is a vast difference when
Bavage Keith Rickman, the hero of the
story, gets to unfolding himself, at first
in the company of Miss Poppy Grace, the
music hall young person, and later in that
of Lucia Harden, the very memorable
beroine of the book.

At page 45 we find Rickman, befuddled
with Poppy's champagne, expressing to
Poppy the sentiments of a young poet.
The scene is Poppy’s little flat in Blooms-
bury. The hour is late. Poppy is of the
opinion that it is high time for him to go,
but it is not always easy to shut off a be-
fuddled poet who is talking. We read:

“He intimated that though he worshipped
every hair of Poppy's little head, and every
Inch of Poppy's little body, what held him
at the moment were the fascinations of
lier mind and the positively gorgeous beauty
of her soul. Yes; there could be no doubt
that the object of his devotion was Poppy's
Imperishable soul.

* ‘Well,' said Poppy, ‘that tykes the very
tip-top macaroon!’

“Then she laughed; she laughed as if
she would never have done. Bhe laughed,
first with her eyes, then with her throat,
then with her whole body, shaking her
head and rocking herself backward and
forward. She laughed till her hair came
down, and he took it and smoothed it into
two sleek straight bands, and tied them in
& loose knot under her chin.

“Then she stopped laughing. Her face

between the two tight sheaths of hair |

seemed to close and shrink to a thin, sharp
bud. It closed and opened again, it grew
nearer and bigger, it bent forward and put
out its mouth (for it had a raouth, this
extraordinary flower) and kissed him.

* ‘I gy, it's nearly 1 o'clock;' raid she.
“You've got to clear out of this. Come!

“She rove; she stood before him holding
out her hands to help him to get up and
€o. She laughed again. 8he laughed

wirle mouthed, her head flung back, her face |

foreshortened, her white throat swelled
and quivaring—the abandoned figure of
bow Comedy incarnate. But that was
Dot what he saw,

“To him it was as if the dark, impenetrable
world had suddenly unfolded, had blossomed
end flowered in the rose of her mouth;
64 if all the roses of all the world went to
make up the petals of that rose. Her
body was nothing but & shining, trans-
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parent vessel for the fire of life. It ran
over; It leapt from her; the hands she
stretohed out to him were two shallow
lamps that could hardly hold the tall, up-
ward phooting, wind-tortured splendor of
the flame.”

It will be seen from this that May Sin-
clair is a good hand at narrative, Her pen
is no dull and wingless thing. Our hero
poet was taken in a different manner when
he went down into Devonshire to cata-
logue the great Harden library. It should
be said that he was a new and secondhand
book dealer and a cookney as well as a
pdet and scholar. He was young Mr.
Rickman of Rickman's, his father being the
senior and the proprietor of that establish-
ment. The young man was distressed by
his oocupation; he wanted to be a poet
alone. He was cut to the soul, moreover,
by the knowledge that he spoke with a
cockney aocent and dropped the letter h
when he was excited. For a poet to drop
that letter when he got into a frenzy seemed
to him tragio. Perhaps the chief terror
of his life was his fear that he would call
the heroine Miss 'Arden. It made him
dreadfully nervous to have a lady look at
him when he was eating. While he was
cataloging the Harden library the hero-
ine's friend, the sprightly Kitty Palliser,
dropped in to see what he was like. When
she had seen she reported to Miss Harden.
We read: :

“‘He is conscientious. He doesn't waste
time. He writes with one hand while he
takes his tea with the other; which, of
oourse, is very olever of him. He's mar-
vellously ambidextrous, so long as he
doesn't know you're looking at him. Un-
fortunately, my eye arrested him in the
double act. Lucy, my eye must have
some horrible malignant power, for it in-
stantly gave him 8t. Vitus's dance. Have
you ever noticed anything peculiar about
my eye?'

“‘What'a shame!’

*‘Yes. I'm afraid he'll have to do a little
recopying.’

“‘Ob, Kitty, why oouldn't you leave the
poor thing in peace?’

“‘There wasn't any poace to leave him in.
Really, you'd have thought that taking
afternoon tea was an offence within the
meaning of the Act He couldn't have been
more excited if I'd caught him in his bath.'*

Humor as well as flights of the poetical
fancy. The reader will be amused between
the takings of him by storm. Kitty says
of the poet in another place, when Lucia
is thinking of taking him to Italy as her
private secretary: “You say he won't
be in the way. He will. He'll be most
horribly in the way. He'll go sliding and
falling all over the place [Rickman had
onoce come notably to grief on Lucia's pol-
ished drawing room floor] and dashing
.cups of coffee on the marble floors of the
Palazzo; he'll wind his feet in the tails of
your best gowns, not out of any malice,
but in sheer nervous panic; he'll do unutter-
able things with soup—I can see him doing
them.”

“I can't,” said Lucia.

“No,"” said Kitty. “I know you can't.
I don't say you've no imagination; but I
do say you're deficient in a certain kind of
profane fancy.”

The story of the cockney poet Rickman
as it goes on is a remarkable piece of work.
It makes a coplous and varied and finely
drawn history which the reader will follow
charmed and often wondering.

He's Rude to the Ladles.

The humor of Jerome K. Jerome's book
of sketches called “American Wives and
Others” (Frederick A. Stokes Company)
is not 80 easy and not so effective as some
of his funmaking that we have seen. The
American 'wives of his consideration are
those who take the children to Europe,
leaving the husbands at home. “You
take my advice,” Mr. Jerome purports to
have said to a young American wife in
Dresden, “and go back home. I take it
that in America proper there are millions
of real homes where the woman does her
duty and plays the game. But also it is
quite clear that there are thousands of
homes in America, mere echoing rooms,
where the man walks by himself, his wife
and children scattered over Europe. It
isn't going to work; it isn't right that it
should work. You take the .advice of a
ginocere friend. Pack up—you and your
children—and get home."

Just a little boisterous. George McManus,
who illustrates the book, has a picture of
the abandoned husband “working hard in
Detroit.” He is drinking at the bar, and
the caricaturist in drawing him has in-
vested him with an appearance of idiocy
so wildly superhuman as to render Mr.
Jerome's advice to his wife quite jabsurd
as well as definitely rude.

The humorist refuses to believe that
Goethe's t wept for heroine was un-
sophisticated. “What was she doing with

that box of jewels, anyhow?" he asks, “She
was not a fool. She could not have gone
every day to that fountain, chatted with
those gir] friends of hers and learned
nothing. She must have known that
people don't go leaving twenty thousand
pounds worth of jewels about on door-
steps as part of a round game. Her own
instinet, if she had been a good girl, would
have told her to leave the things alone.
1 don't believe in these innocent people
who do not know what they are doing half
their time. Ask any London Magistrate
what he thinks of the lady who explains
that she picked up the diamond brooch
‘not meaning, of course, your Worship, to
take it. I would not do such a thing.~ It
just happened this way, your Worship. 1

not seeing any one about in the shop, I
opened the case and took it out, thinking
as perhaps it might belong to some one—
and then this gentleman here, as I bad not
noticed before, comes up quite suddenly
and says, “You come along with me,” he
says. “What for?" I says, “when I don't
even know you,” I says. “For stealing,”
he says. “Well, that's a hard word to use
to a lady,” I says; “I don't know what you
mean, I'm sure.”’ If the lady happens to
be Goethe's Marguerite the Magistrate, I
suppose, would apologize to her and tell
her that she left the court without a stain
upon her character.”

There we have twe gentle souls that
the humorist rebukes -Gretchen and the
wandering lady from Detroit. We have
not thought what snubs, neglect, or other
grievances he has sustained to make him
| o caustic. The sketches are twenty-five

in number, and the illustrations are copious.
‘ Both text and pioctures have the unatt¢nu-
| ated and robust vigor that we have in-

dicated.

From & Vassar Novelist Far Away.

It is not likely that Miss Edith Rickert,
an American from Vassar, went to Sootland
for a story because she believed that that
land of dialect had been neglected by its
own story tellers. Perhaps ehe was oharmed
by the recent Soottish fiction—as many
must have heen, or there never would have
been so much of it—and felt that she could
have no better model. In “The Reaper®
(Houghton, Mifflin & Co.) she has furniched
a story of the Shetland Islands. It is sombre
in tone, as doubtless befits that place, which
js in the sixtieth degree of latitude and
| taclated. Of the dialect we are not qualified

|
|
1
l
|
|
i
I
|
|

| markable sketch of peculiar interest thdat

was standing, as you might say, here, and |

to speak oritically; it seems to have been
oconsalentiously studied and carefully and
sympathetically employed. We have noticed
the use of “geng"” instead of “gang” and of
“dona ken" instead of “dinna ken,” and this
departure from the form employed by Mr.
Crockett has been pleasing to us. Of
oourse the SBhetland Islands are very near
to Norway. We have remarked with very
definite pleasure the proper name Osla
Petersdaughter.

Here are the hero of the story, Terval,
and the heroine, Meggy-Betty, after the
storm in the chapter called “The Bowing of
the Sea.” Terval's mother is lying at
home drunken with whiskey after a spell
of second sight in which she declared: “The
fear is on me, the fear is on me! They cover
the sea like a harvest; and the spars of their
boats rise and fall on the foam—on the
foam. Oh, the faces of them all—-riding
on the backs of ths waves—there'll be
walling among the women the momn.”
Terval's father is about coming back a
oripple with the remnant of the shattered
fishing fleet. We read:

“He waited then until a girl appeared—
Meggy-Betty—her eyes red with weeping
and her straight brown bair blown in un-
sightly strands about her ears. She had
forgotton her hat as usual.

“ ‘They're oome ashore, Terval,’ she
called from below. He drew a long
breath, but said nothing.

“ ‘Where's your mother? she asked when
she had reached the gate where he stood.

“He remembered how his cheeks had
soorched as he answered slowly, ‘Asleep.’

“She made some slight exclamation, but
oontinued at once: .‘Poor body! It's aw-
ful work theday. They'll be bringing him
home soon.’

“ ‘Is he dead?” asked Terval then, in an
undertone.

“ ‘Na, na, no such thing.' She began,
with a sort of. quivering eagernees, stopped
and ooncluded slowly: ‘They say—he'll
never walk again.’

“He looked at her in silence.

“Suddenly sbe laid her head on the top
ot the gate, whispering: ‘There’'s more
as twonoore o' the boats no heen seen, and
only six come home.'

“And still he could not speak; and she
went on, almost as if dreading his silence:
‘It seems wicked lilke—all our own safe—
and scarce another house but has one or
more gone—the six Peterson boys—and
Ole Johnson, with Jimmy and Rob, and
Mary's husband, ye ken, Henry Paulson—
oh! it's just pitiful—Terval, can ye no say
anything? I'm come to help your mother.' ®

There is plenty more in the book that is
as sad as this. Even the understanding
between Terval and Meggy-Betty at the
last is not cheerful. We cannot say that
it is essential that it should be.

A Great American Pailnter.

Unappreciated and negleoted for a great
part of his life, Homer Martin had the satis-
faction in his last years of knowing that
the American public was at last beginning
to recognize his genius, and sinoe his death
that public has awakened to the knowledge
that in him it had one of the great landscape
painters of the oentury. His widow, in
“Homer Martin: A Peminiscence” (William
Maocbeth, New York), has written a rp-

oould have been written by nobody but
herself.

It is the intimate history of the man as
he appeared to her, with hints of the strug-
gles through whioh both went, but noth-
ing of the Homer Martin known to his
fellow artists and to the world. That side
of his life she has left for others to tell.
1t is a pathetio story and at the same time
an extraordinary picce of description.
With strange impersonality Mrs. Martin
shows the steps in her husband's mode of
thinkine and the advance in his artistic
life and ideas.

The difficulties under which he labored
when painting his last great paintings
are almost incredible. An oculist who
examined his eyes decided “that the optic
nerve of one of them was dead, while the
other was partially clouded by a cataract.”
Yet after this he painted his brilllant “The
Adirondacks.” His wife said to bim as
he was putting on the finishing touches:
“ '‘Homer, if you never paint another stroke, 4
you will go out ina blaze of glory!" ‘I have
learned to paint at last,' he answered. ‘If
1 were quite blind now, and knew just where
the colors were on my palette, 1 could ex-
presa myself.' "

The little volume is illustrated with an
excellent portrait of Homer Martin in a
characteristic attitude and with a dozen
well chosen reproductions of his pictures.
It is more than a memento for his friends
and admirers; it is a first class document
for his life and for the history of American
painting.

The Human Passions Strongly Treated.

It was the way of all the Ellisons to dance.
This declaration by Mrs. Ellison will be
found at page 5 of Emerson Hough's story
*The Law of the Land” (the Bobbs-Merrill
Company. Indianapolis). Thereisa frontis-
piece picture of Miss Lady Ellison dancing.
She is flinging herself gayly and laughing
at the mirror as ehe tosses her clothes about
in bewildering spirals in the manner of
Miss Loie Fuller. The so-called Mrs, Elli-
son was not really her mother. She was
an adventuress. There will be found at
page 142 something that she said of herself
in a fit of jealous temper provoked uncon-
solowsly by Miss Lady Ellison. She ad-
dreeses that astonished and lovely young
person. We read:

“ ‘S0 mow, you treacherous little cat,’
said Mrs. Ellison between her shut teeth,
‘you've been at work, have you? Oh, I
might have known it all along. You've
been trying to undermine me, have you?
Why, do you think I'll let a little minx, a
balf baked brat like you, keep me out of
getting the man I want? I'll show you,
Mise Lady girl!’ ¢ * #

* *Oh, mamma, mamma,’ cried Miss Lady,
‘do not!"

* ‘Oh, mamma, mamma!* mocked the
other. ‘Stop your tongue, girl, and don't
you dare to call me mamma again. T am
not your mother, and never was!' *

This will show something of the quality
of this stirring tale. Mrs. Ellison thought
that Miss Lady loved Col.Blount, the middle
aged planter. Nothing of the sort. She
loved young Eddring, agent of claims, as

cool a man in a real emergency as the late
e e e S ﬁ
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: Nancy's .
Comntry Christmas

A By Eleanor Hoyt
“Now that we meet Nancy
again we sec that she is just
as likely as not to lead her
friends into as many excit-
ing adventures as former-
A Lly.""—New York Timse

BOOKS
For Hollday

GIFTS

HAWTHORNE’S
SCARLET LETTER

Beautifully illustrated in
color from drawinge
made especially for this
work. The text is a
literal reprint of the first
edition, Limited to 126
copies on Imperial
Japan paper and ope
copy on vellum. Finest
edition ever publshed.

MANHATTAN
IN 1628

Containing the earliest
known document written
from Manhattan Island,
in translation, literal re-
print and fac-simile.
With an historical sketch
of the very early history
of New Netherlands by i
DincmMan VERrsTERG
Edition limited to o0
copies on Imperial Japan
vellum (only 3§ for sale),
and 175 copies on Hol-
land hand-made paper.

ALL THE NEW BOOKS

DODD
MEAD
& CO.

Sth Ave.and 35th Street

Mr. Montague used to be in a stage play.
“If you take your hands from out your
trousers pockets,” said Mr. Montague,
“my word as an officer and a gentleman,
that moment I will cut you down.” “Do
you follow me?” said Eddring to Decherd,
as the two sat oconversing in the steamboat
cabin. *“Oh, give up thinking of your gun.
I'll kill you if you move a hand.” We wcre
never more oonvinced of anything than
we were that Montague and Eddring would
have done precisely as they threatened,
in case the other people had not taken
heed.

We feel it proper to say that Henry
Decherd was a thorough-paced rascal.
There is abundant revelation of him in small
compass at page 402. He had been looking
at a lot of photographs taken from his trunk
in his hotel bedroom. They were pictures
of his abandoned sweethearts. We read:

* ‘My God!" cried Henry Decherd sud-
denly. ‘They’re alive! They’re coming to
life!

“They stood about him now in the little
room, smiling, beckoning—Alice, Nora,
Kate, Jane, Margaret, all the rest—as he
addressed them. * * ¢ The face of
Alice Ellison, strong jawed, dark browed,
large eyed, stared at him steadily from

Continved on Eighth Page.
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Xmas Books

As Gifte well-selected books
possess a dignity that belongs
to nothing else. The gift of
a book is in itself a compli-
ment to the intelligence of
the recipient.

All Books of
All Publishers

Will be found in our comforta-
‘ble Retail Store.

We are also offering an
unusually attractive stock of
Standard Sets in Handsome
Bindings—Rare English Edi-
tions, Richly Bound Single
Volumes —and Small
Collections — Unique Extra-
Illustrated Sets —and some

interesting Fine Old Large
Type English Books, (Send
Jor new catalogue of these, 92 pages. )

Inour Stationery Department
are displayed

Leather Goods

Useful and Ornamental Arti-
cles for the Desk and Library
Table, of our own manufact-
ure and in exclusive designs.

The most complete and inter
esting stock in the city of

Christmas Cards
Calendars
Booklets
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WHOM HAVE YOU MISSED
IN YOUR CHRISTMAS SHOPPING?

Books Are Always Acceptable
Here fire a Few JSuggestions

'The True Henry Clay

By JOSEPH M. ROGERS.

Mr. Rogers had access to all the private Clay papers now
in possession of the Clay family, who gave to him, as well, every
assistance in the preparation of his work.

The volume contans twenty-four illustrations, most of them from
photographs made especially for the work. Decorated cloth, $2.00 net;
half morocco, $5.00 net.  Postage, 14 cents exira.

Modern Industrial Progress

By C. H. COCHRANE.

A fascinating story of all the industrial achievements up to
1005. Marconi's victory, the airship, mono-rail, etc. Told in
an entertaining style, free from technical expressions. Over 400
illustrations from the latest photographs, 650 pages. Decorated cloth,
$3.00 net.  Postage, 22 cents extra. )

§ Kitty of the Roses _,

By RALPH HENRY BARBOUR.

A charming love story, exquisitely illustrated
in tint and color, by Frederic von Rapp; richly
bound. Decorations on every page. Dainty and
artistic, In decorated box, $2.00.

On Holy Ground

By Rev. WM, L. WORCESTER.

A religious gift book of exceptional beauty for

young people. Over 300 illustrations on plate
aper. A fine selection of Bible stories, with an

i ntroduction to each. Decorated cloth (in box),

Two

Books

$3.00 net. Postage, 32 cents extra.

wsuisieds J, B, LIPPINCOTT COMPANY euuaceLrun

Do You Attend Dinners?

It disturbs one's digestion to worry over what in the world he will
say, that will make a hit, if he should happen to be called on. It
was a continued popular call for something to relieve this situation
that induced us to_prepare a real volume of real toasts and it has
been royally received. SECOND EDITION now going and the
THIRD EDITION in course of preparation.

Toasts a
Tributes

A regular 12Zmo. book of
1200 real toasts supplemented
with chapters on the duties of
a toastmaster, and hintful

oints on after-dinner speak-

ng.

W N2
VA
/74
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They Say:

“I have looked over your book of Toasts
and Tributes and It Is fine (and [ bought and
d for my copy, too). | wish that it had
en produced years ago. It would have
saved me lots of trouble. No after-dinner
speaker can afford to be without it. 1 hope
you will sell & mllllon coples.”
~=Simeon Ford.
“The man who Is going 10 a dinner had
better have this book on his dressing table.”
—The Philadeiphia Inquirer,
“All ought to welcome and cherish this
book.” —New York Evening Sun.
“All kinds and cond!tions of toasts—on all
subjects, from women to baseball.” ¢
— Lovisrile Post.

Splendid Gift for a Man

Cloth, cover design in three eolors. il-u‘ut. postpald
Limp leather, ribboa marker and box, $2.00 aet, postpaid

AT ALL BOOKSELLERS
ROHDE & HASKINS, Publishers, 16 Cortlandt Street, New York

lf you write us we will tell you all about the book.

THE LARGEST AND BEST
STOCHK OF

BOOKS for the HOLIDAYS'

Send for Catalogue

AMMON & MACHKEL

g Successors to

LEGGAT BROTHERS

81 Chambers St. and 61 Reade St... New Yorhk

Four doors West of Breadway—1 minute from Subwey Station al City Hall,

JUST PUBLISHED

HELEN OF TROY,N.Y.
HELEN OF TROY,N. Y.

A NOVEL

By Wilrrd Scarborough Jackson.
Author of '* Nme Foints of the Law."'

BOOKSELLER,

1 William S¢. Hane Squa
Order by telephone, No. lva i
The finest variety of books in

| give you any informa
you may des!
eMciently

Morrah

Large ®vo, bueckram extra
$3.00 pet.

. By Slas»n Thompson
tralts, views and facsimlles. 2 vols.,

pald,
Eugene Fleld: A Study In Hered!ly and Contra
.

HENRY "MALKAN

| guaraniec to give you satisfaction or mo -
| f:ndfi Our large mr{u of expert hoolmn: l'1‘li

fon regarding books that
re, and serve you promptly and

A FEW BARGAINS FROM OUR HOLIDAY | :

of Business. By Andrew Camnegle
Pub. at

|
oad, "
the city. We N |

i

I

. Our price §1.& tpaid.
1amo. $1.50 Photography ss a Flne Art m‘m- Charles H. Caf. |
fin. Oomuly Musirated. Square royal Bvo,
NE 67 FIFTH " cloth, b. at $300 nct. Our price $1.40 post
AVENVE d

With  por. |
post Avo,

eloth, giit to Fub. st 8300 pet  Our priee |
BOOKS—All out-of print books supplied, no | m postpald.
Dject; write me stat! boonl sands of other tempiing bargains. Al

matier o:\ what su

wi i | ean Dabea: { $1.50 novels at $1.08 postpald; al
when llt! o

ou Any book ever
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INSPZCTION OF OUR STOCK.

new net books |
u.'pubmhed price, carriage pald. Call or wrile
3 e

A~

Harper's Book News

The
Masquerader

What tremendous force, whas
dynamical energy a book must
have to crash through the barriers
which a thousand other books
interpose and win to the heights
of success.  For after all the best
of books is only a cunning placing
of words in proper relation one to
the other—words free as air and
words which any one may use
and fondle and juggle with,

Why is it that in the hands of
one writer these words become a
“Masquerader” book, quickening
the pulse, flushing the face,
bringing with them tears and
laughter, the grasp of dreams coms
true, the thrill of vivid life; and
the same words in the hands of a
less skilled writer spell simply—
mush?

LALIS ek ity st et

Things happen.
It glves one something real to talk about.

Some hint of the force and
passionate energv of the work

| 1s suggested in the following ex=

tract trom the N. Y. Mail:
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woman an € -handed grasp T -
ness in the face of the moral law. mhe wou':ﬁx.
magnificent fn her love, rises above oconsidera-
tions of conventions, above fear, above conscience,
Circumstances give her the right to follow the

tes of an overwhelming on. * ¢ * Iy
will take rank with the really good books.

Swinburne’s
Poems

Now, after thirty-six years,
Swinburne himself. has -edited
and arranged in form to last for
all time his collected poems, in-
cluding almost a whole volume
of new, unpublished verse, In
addition he has written a long
prefatory note setting forth his
theory of poetry and of the
beautiful in life.  1n six vol-
umes, complete with photogra-
vure portrait of the poet, this set
will add distinction to any li-
brary.
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Vergilius

Dr. Morgan Dix, Rector of
Trinity Church,
says of Irving Batcheller's latest
novel: “I became so deeply
interested in the perils of the
young people whose history is
so graphicdlly recounted that I
could not lay the book down,
but read on and on, absorbed in
the thrilling relation.”

The Truants

It is a queer thing about books, how
one goes and the other, sometimes just as
good, falls flat. There seems to be a
kind of Free Masonry in the way a novel
gets talked into prominence. This story
of A, E. W, Mason’s is being thrust into
the front in somewhat this fashion. \It
is a pretty fine story, too —strong, virile
things happening all the time, The
woman in the case is not any than
she should be, although pure enough from
an Englishman’s point of view, so it must
be the man who appeals. He is fine, big,
and a man clear through. e
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THE MosHER BooOKsS

The new catalogue for 1904,
choicely printed in red and
black, done up in o'd style
blue wrappers, uncut edges,
mailed free on request
Buyers in New York City can
find a complete assortment of
the Mosher Books at Bren-
tano'’s, Union { uare.

THOMAS B. MOSHER

Portland, Maine
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| Suitable Holiday Gifts. ’.
' STAMPALBUMS, Etc.

ﬂ International Stamp Albums, $1.50 te 846 |

Modern stamp AlDUMS .c.ovoviviiriins. $1.00 |
Imperial stamp albums........ 2 & 0 cents
1805 stamp catalogue
Packels of S1AmMPS. ... ooviann 25 cents 10 $85
| Postage cxtra oo all the above.
| #0 page clreulars free on applicatioa

SCOTT STAMP & COIN CO.,

18 EAST 23D ST,

50 cens j
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 AUCTION RALEs,

‘”Ei')‘mi ,\\'("‘i"l’(ﬂt.\';vlli va'mu)‘.~ ilv(;'f'l“(;!: so'g

East 125th sy, 7 M, JAMES WHAN Auctioneer.
JOE SHAPIRD, auctionser, sells to-day, noom,
evening, 231 & av., bric 8 brac

ARIZONA WASHINGTON NAYEL
ORANGES,

The sweetest and Aine. t soedl s Orances grown, for
oale at clite Frulterers and lancy Grucers.
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